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P6cuchet was incommoded.

"You are pushing!" said the captain to Foureau,

"Not at all."

"Yes, you are!"

"Ah! sir."

The notary made them keep quiet

By dint of straining their ears they thought they
could distinguish cracklings of wood.

An illusion!   Nothing had budged.

The other day when the Aubert and Lorraine
families had come from Lisieux and they had ex-
pressly borrowed Beljambe's table for the occasion,
everything had gone on so well. But this to-day
exhibited a certain obstinacy. Why?

The carpet undoubtedly counteracted it, and they
changed to the dining-room.

The round table, which was on rollers, glided
towards the right-hand side. The operators, without
displacing their fingers, followed its movements, and
of its own accord it made two turns. They were
astounded.

Then M. Alfred articulated in a loud voice:

"Spirit, how do you find my cousin?"

The table, slowly oscillating, struck nine raps. Ac-
cording to a slip of paper, in which the number of raps
were translated by letters, this meant "Charming."

A number of voices exclaimed-"Bravo!"

Then Marescot, to tease Madame Bordin, called on
the spirit to declare her exact age.

The foot of the table came down with five taps. '

"What? five years!" cried Girbal.

"The tens don't count," replied Foureau.

The widow smiled, though she was inwardly
annoyed.